When You're Weak, I'll Be Strong 
by LilyRosel4 


Category: Captain America 
Genre: Family, Mystery 
Language: English 

Characters: Bucky B. /Winter Soldier, Natasha Romanoff /Black Widow, 
OC, Steve R./Capt. America 

Pairings: Steve R./Capt. America/Natasha Romanoff /Black Widow 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2016-04-13 04:56:20 

Updated: 2016-04-22 07:11:57 

Packaged: 2016-04-27 17:52:40 

Rating: T 

Chapters : 3 

Words : 2,993 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: When Natasha Romanoff discovers something about herself she 
thought long-forgotten, what will she do about *him*? Inessa Grant 
lives alone with her father and uncle, but she's always wondered who 
her mother is. And then there's James, a kid who looks an awful lot 
like Captain America. What's going on? AU feat. Romanogers and 
Bucky . 


1. I'm Gonna Keep Holding On 

**A/N: Okay, so, I've got a bit of writer's block on _A New Life_, 
and I decided to write a bit of an AU to help me think a bit more. 
Weird, I know, but it _does_ help. Please enjoy this AU, featuring 
Romanogers, secrets, and a set of fourteen year-old twins someone 
certain completely forgot she had. Title of this story is taken from 
Charlie Ruth's _One Call Away_; as is the chapter title. ****Lyrics 
are from _Superheroes_ from The Script. I own none of the songs, nor 
any of the Marvel characters; I only own my two OCs.** 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>"Dad!" a slender, long-legged fourteen year-old girl ran up to 
greet her father as he walked in the door from a long day's 
work . <p> 

"Hi, baby," the tall, brunette father greeted as he hugged her back. 
"How was your day?" 

"A bit dull. I wanted to go out into the city but that freaked out 
Uncle James." Inessa Grant complained, "He did the stare again." 


Her father sighed in exasperation, shaking his head. "Baby, you know 
James has been through a lot. It's not his fault he doesn't like the 
city. Crowds bother him, remember?" 



"I know, I know," Inessa relented, "But he's not gonna get over his 
fear if he doesn't at least try! And the city's not that big!" 

"Tell ya what, baby," her father compromised, "How 'bout you and I go 
into the city after dinner, for ice-cream? Sound good?" 

"Yes, Daddy! Thankyou ! " Inessa grinned and hugged her father tight, 
and he hugged her back equally as tight. "Ooh, I almost forgot to 
tell you." She drew back and gazed up at her father with an excited 
look on her face. 

"What is it, babygirl?" her dad, Chris, asked softly, a smile tugging 
at the corners of his mouth. 

"I got an A+ plus in art this semester! I knew that painting would 
help me heaps; thanks for encouraging me to show it to my art 
teacher." Inessa was beaming with pride, and her father couldn't help 
but smile back at her in the same manner. 

"That's my girl!" he praised, blue orbs twinkling, "you've earned 
that ice-cream, darlin'." 

Inessa laughed with pure joy when her father lifted her up in his 
strong arms and twirled her around, laughing along with her. "Now, go 
get cleaned up and set the table for dinner," he said once he'd set 
her down, a serious look on his face that hid a grin. Inessa nodded 
and trotted off to her bedroom, filled with joy. As she caught her 
reflection in the mirror, however, she stopped and wondered. Her hair 
was a bright, fiery red, long and slightly wavy, whereas her father's 
hair was brunette and straight- although he spiked it up slightly. 

And her eyes were a beautiful sea green that occasionally flashed 
blue in certain lights, whilst her father's eyes were a gorgeous baby 
blue that would have any girl swooning. It made her wonder just who 
her mother was. Mentally shrugging, she filed the thought away for 
later, and got dressed into cleaner clothes and washed her hands for 
dinner . 
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><p>"Nessie! C'mon babygirl, don't keep Daddy waiting!" Chris called, 
using his daughter's pet name, as he stood by his blue Chevrolet 
Silverado that was parked in the driveway to the house. "Cornin' 
Daddy!" Inessa called back, looking and sounding so childlike and 
carefree as she ran out of the house, flying towards the truck, red 
hair fanning out behind her like a banner in the wind. "Let's go to 
the ice-cream parlour!" she chirped brightly, jumping into the front 
passenger seat of the truck. Chris shook his head in fond 
exasperation, hopping into the driver's seat and backing out of the 
driveway. His daughter's brightness reminded him so much of her 
mother it created an ache in his chest that only Na- only <em>she<em> 
could fill. Shaking his head with a sigh, he turned on the radio, and 
grinned when Inessa started singing the lyrics to one of her 
favourite songs- Superheroes by The Script. Her soft, beautiful voice 
filled the cabin of the truck, and Chris would deny it forever when 
he felt his eyes get misty. 

"All her life she has seen, 

>A11 the meanest side of me . <br>They took away the prophet's dream 
for a profit on the street. 



Now she's stronger than you know, 

>A heart of steel starts to grow.<p> 

All his life he's been told, 

>He'll be nothing when he's old,<br>All the kicks and all the blows, 

>He won't ever let it show, <p> 

'Cause he's stronger than you know 
>A heart of steel starts to grow<p> 

When you've been fighting for it all your life, 

>You've been struggling to make things right , <br>That ' s how a 
superhero learns to fly. 

> (Every day, every hour<br>Turn the pain into power) 

When you've been fighting for it all your life, 

>You've been working every day and night , <br>That ' s how a superhero 
learns to fly. 

> (Every day, every hour<br>Turn the pain into power) 

All the hurt, all the lies, 

>A11 the tears that they cry.<br>When the moment is just right, 

>You see fire in their eyes.<p> 

'Cause he's stronger than you know, 

>A heart of steel starts to grow.<p> 

When you've been fighting for it all your life, 

>You've been struggling to make things right , <br>That ' s how a 
superhero learns to fly. 

>Every day, every hour , <br>Turn the pain into power. 

When you've been fighting for it all your life, 

>You've been working every day and night , <br>That ' s how a superhero 
learns to fly. 

> (Every day, every hour<br>Turn the pain into power) 

(Power, power, power, power, power) 

> (Power, power, power, power, power) <p> 

(Every day, every hour 
>Turn the pain into power) <p> 

(Power, power, power, power, power) 

> (Power, power, power, power, power) <p> 

(Every day, every hour 
>Turn the pain into power) <p> 

She's got lions in her heart, 

>A fire in her soul . <br>He ' s got a beast in his belly, 

>That ' s so hard to control . <br> ' Cause they've taken too much hits, 

>Taking blow by blow.<br>Now light a match, stand back, watch them 
explode . 


She's got lions in her heart 



>A fire in her soul . <br>He ' s got a beast in his belly, 

>That ' s so hard to control . <br> ' Cause they've taken too much hits, 

>Taking blow by blow.<br>Now light a match, stand back, watch them 
explode, explode, explode, explode. 

When you've been fighting for it all your life, 

>You've been struggling to make things right , <br>That ' s how a 
superhero learns to fly. 

> (Every day, every hour<br>Turn the pain into power) 

When you've been fighting for it all your life, 

>You've been working every day and night , <br>That ' s how a superhero 
learns to fly. 

> (Every day, every hour<br>Turn the pain into power) 

(Power, power, power, power, power) 

Oh, yeah . . . 

(Power, power, power, power, power) 

(Every day, every hour 
>Turn the pain into power) <p> 

(Power, power, power, power, power) 

> (Power, power, power, power, power) <p> 

Ooh, yeah 
>Whoa<p> 

(Every day, every hour 
>Turn the pain into power) <p> 

When you've been fighting for it all your life, 

>You've been struggling to make things right , <br>That ' s how a 
superhero learns to fly." 

"That was beautiful, baby," Chris praised softly, smiling at her. 
Inessa's face coloured slightly, but she smiled back at 
him . 

"Thanks, Daddy." 


2. Cause I Won't Let You Go, Let Alone 

**A/N: Elashbacks are in italics. Translations are at the bottom. 
Chapter title is taken from _Lay It All On Me_ by Rudimental ft. Ed 
Sheeran . * * 
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><p><em>"<em>_It ' s time for you to come home, _DV 4 Dk 4 N • D»NZD±Dk4D ^NCE_, " 
his voice was so soft and warm, filled with love and kindness and 
concern ._ 

You know I can't. I have no home to go to. I have no place in the 

world. But promise me this." her voice was small, slightly weak; she 
was afraid. 



_The two lone figures stood to the entrance of the Avengers Facility, 
silhouetted by moonlight. One was tall and strong-looking, and the 
other was small and slender. The man stared down at the woman, his 
orbs glowing even in the little starlight that there was. "You know 
I'd do anything for you, baby, so what is it?" he asked. _ 

_" Take care of our Nessa, will you? Make sure she's kept safe. And 

never, never tell her who you are. Not unless something 
life-threatening happens to you. Okay?" the woman's tone was soft, 
but she sounded so, so afraid. She passed the bundle in her arms to 
the man, and he took the baby with a tender care. "I promise, my 
love, " the man vowed softly, before leaning down to give the woman a 
chaste kiss on the lips. "What's her full name?" he 
inquired ._ 

Inessa Dorotea, " the woman answered, "It means 'precious gift of 

God'. I-I think it suits her, because- ... "_ 

It's perfect," the man breathed, and you could hear the smile in 

his voice, "But what about James?"_ 

I've sent him off somewhere safe; don't fret about that. But 

Inessa- our little Nessie- she needs her Daddy. Please. 

I promise. I love you, _E)ViE)%E)^ D °D^kD ^DpD»_, " the man 

murmured ._ 

I love you too, _E>VaE>%E)^ N •D 14 D»D 'D °N, " the woman whispered. The 

pair parted after a last, chaste kiss, and the woman vanished into 
the night, leaving the man misty-eyed, cradling his precious daughter 
in his arms- the last reminder of her._ 
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><pXstrong>AN : Haha, a cliffhangar! You didn't see that coming? Oh 
well! More will be explained in the next chapter; please don't hate 
me ! ** 

* * ( * *DV4Dk4N . D»NZD±Dk4D2N(E**) * * * *_My love_****, Russian 

> (<strong>DV4Dk4D 1 D °Dk 2 D 3DpD»* * ) ****_My angel_****, Russian 

> (<strong>DV4Dk4D 1 N •Di4D»D 'D °N, * * ) ****_My soldier_* * * * , 

Russian* * 


3. You Know, I Just Wanna See You Smile 

**A/N: Chapter three is here. Warning for angst and hurt /comfort . 
Chapter title taken from _One Call Away_ by Charlie Puth.** 
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><p>"Daddy? Dad, what's wrong?" the soft, concerned voice of his 
daughter woke Chris from a restless sleep- a sleep where he'd dreamed 
of <em>her<em>; Inessa's mother. 


"N-Nothing baby, I'm fine. Just a bad dream." he answered quickly 
staring up into her worried green eyes. 



"Dad-" she started to protest, but he cut her off. 

"I'm alright, baby, really. Thanks for wakin' me anyway." 

Inessa shook her head, frowning. "You were talking in your sleep. 

Dad. Kept calling out for someone. I didn't recognize the name- it 
sounded like you were talking in some kind of European language. 

Since when are you multilingual?" she asked. 

Chris sighed, sitting upright. "Since high school," he lied 
easily . 

"And you never told me _why_?" 

"It never came up." 

"Until five minutes ago." Inessa pointed out, looking upset. 

"Why does it matter, Ness?" 

"I've always wanted to learn another language, but the only language 
I can learn in school is Ukrainian. And that's not a language I wanna 
learn. Not 'till later." 

"How about learning Russian?" 

"Yeah," here Inessa smiled a little, "I've always thought Russian 
sounded badass." 

Chris raised his eyebrows. "Badass, huh?" Inwardly, he sighed with 
relief, glad that Inessa was no longer questioning his dream. If she 
tried to make him open up, he knew he'd crack. _Especially_ if she 
used her eyes the same shade of green as her mother's to get her 
way . 

Inessa nodded, perching on the edge of the bed. "Yeah. It 
does . " 

"Come sit up here, darlin'," Chris patted the space beside him, a 
small smile forming on his handsome features. Inessa scooted closer 
in response, laying down and curling up against her father's side. 
Eive minutes of peaceful silence passed, and Chris had hoped Inessa 
had gone to sleep, until- 

"Dad?" 


"Hm?" 

"Why is it you don't talk about my mom? What happened to her?" 

"I'll tell you when you're older. Sweetie, okay?" Chris promised, 
"Now get some sleep." 

Inessa nodded, laying back down again. "Love you Dad. G' night." she 
said quietly, closing her eyes. 

"Love you too, baby girl, " Chris murmured. 



><p>"Uncle James?" Inessa hesitantly approached her uncle where he 
stood looking out the lounge room window. He was a bit shorter than 
her father, and not quite as well built. He had blue eyes too, but 
his were a striking, bright blue that often appeared stormy whenever 
he was having emotional issues. His hair was a dark chestnut brown, 
sitting around his shoulders, and he had a lot of scruff covering his 
lower jaw. Oddly enough, he seemed to <em>always<em> wear a glove on 
his left hand- all she could ever see was black, and she never saw 
him wear t-shirts or tank tops like her dad did- he only ever wore 
long-sleeved shirts. 

"What's up, kiddo?" 

_Phew_. He was in a good mood. Those seemed to be hard to come by. 
"Why is it Dad never talks about Mom? He always gets this funny look 
in his eyes whenever I bring up the subject, and he quickly changes 
the subject." Inessa asked. 

Uncle James sighed, and then plonked in a lounge chair, a sad look in 
his bright blue eyes. "It's a long story, kiddo, and I dunno if I'm 
meant to tell you or not. Your dad would have my hide if I did, and 
that's saying something." 

"Uncle James, please?" Inessa pleaded, perching on the arm of the 
chair- something she wasn't normally allowed to do, but since her dad 
was out and it was just her and Uncle James, it didn't matter- "Dad's 
not even here. He's not gonna be back for a while." 

"Aw hell, kid. Don't give me those eyes. Your dad's been usin' 'em on 
me for m on me for _years_, and all it ever did was get us into 
trouble." Uncle James grumbled, and when Inessa stuck out her bottom 
lip in a pout he relented, running a hand over his face. "Alright, 
alright, _fine_. Just cut the puppy eyes, okay?" 

Inessa relaxed immediately, lounging against the backrest even in her 
awkward position. 

"Ugh, where do I even start?" Uncle James muttered, running a hand 
through his hair. 

"The beginning," Inessa suggested politely. 

"Wait here, " Uncle James got up and left the room suddenly, and he 
was gone awhile before he came back, holding a rather 
familiar-looking red, white, and blue metal disc. "This is your 
dad ' s . " 

"My dad's?" Inessa queried, her eyes widening as she took in the 
disc, wondering where she'd seen it before. Then it hit her. "Wait, 
wait, wait... You're telling me that my dad is _Captain America_? ! " 
she asked in an incredulous hushed whisper. 

Uncle James nodded. "Yeah. So your dad's name's not Chris Evan Grant, 
but Steven Grant Rogers- or just Steve Rogers to most." he 
stated . 

Inessa's eyes suddenly filled with tears, and she felt angry and 
upset. "But why didn't he tell me?" 



"Because he couldn't," Uncle James said, looking sad and resigned, 
"Your mam made him promise to _never_ tell you unless somethin' 
happened to him." 

Inessa shoved her uncle back a step, running from the room with her 
vision blurred, slamming her bedroom door shut and bellyf lopping onto 
her bed, sobbing. Why had her dad _lied_ to her? _Why_? He promised 
to never lie to her, but he'd been lying to her her whole life! 
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><p>"I'm sorry, Nessie, " her dad apologized, setting a hand onto her 
shoulder after he'd entered her bedroom once he'd gotten home late 
that night. Inessa had been here for the <em>whole day<em>, crying 
quietly, and nothing her uncle had tried to do to comfort her had 
worked . 

"_Why_, Dad?" was all Inessa could say as she sat upright and buried 
her face into her father's chest, relaxing in his strong and loving 
embrace even though she kinda hated him at the moment . 

"Your mama made me promise her to never, ever tell you unless 
somethin' happened to me, like your uncle told you." her dad said 
softly, "That was one of the last things your mama said to me the 
last time I saw her. And that was fifteen years ago now." 

"Why did she leave. Dad? Didn't she love you?" Inessa asked 
miserably, tears still flowing freely down her face. She felt her dad 
sigh heavily, and he carded his fingers through her fiery locks as 
he'd done since she was a little girl. 

"It's... complicated, Ness. Your mama loved me very much, but that 
was the problem. She kept saying she had no place in this world, and 
as much as I insisted her place was with me, she didn't want to stay. 
She fled. I've never been in contact with her since that night she 
handed you over to me." he explained. 

"Did-... Did she love me?" Inessa queried. 

"Of course she did, baby girl, " her dad assured her, "She loved you 
very much. I know that wherever she is now... she still loves you, 
and she misses you heaps." 

"Who is my mum. Dad?" Inessa asked, "If she's the kind of person that 
had to flee because she loved you so strongly... who is she?" 

"I'll tell you tomorrow, okay. Sweetheart?" her dad promised, kissing 
the crown of her head, "And I promise I'll tell the truth this 
time . " 

Inessa nodded, falling asleep in her father's lap. She did not stir 
when he tucked her into bed, silently watching her from the doorway, 
and so therefore did not see her father with tears streaking silently 
down his face. 


End 
f ile . 



